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How the Bryde was maryed with her Father and Mothers good wyll.
The day approched, the time drue neare, That they should be wedded withouten misse : The Bryde was glad and made good cheare, For she thought to make greate ioye and blisse, As that day to tryumphe with games and sporte, Among her friendes a rule to beare : And eake with his friendes that thether should resorte. Thinking that no body might be her peare.
The bridegrome was glad also, in fay,
As man might be vpon the molde.
And to himselfe thus gan he say,
Now shall I receyue an heape of golde,
Of poundes many one, and much goods besyde,
To reioyce my sorrowes, and also my smarte :
I know not her peare in this country so wyde,
But yet I feare alway her proude harte.
She is so syb to the mother, withouten fayle,
Which hath no peare that I know:
In all mischiefe she dare assayle,
The boldest Archer that shooteth in a bow.
But no force, I care not, I wote what I thinke,
When we be wed and keepe house alone
For a small storme I may not shrinke,
To run to my neighbour to make my mone.
Soone to the church now were they brought,
With all their friends them about,
There to be maryed as they ought,
And after them followed a full great rout,
With them to offer, as custpme is,
Among good neighboures it is alway seene :
Full richly deckte, withouten mis,
And she thought herselfe most Kkest a Queene.